AT         THE          MENIN         GATE

John propped himself up on some straw in a corner
of the cellar. No one took any further notice of him.
The critical nature of their situation monopolised all
their moments, and left no room for mere politenesses.
As time progressed the night battle continued to flare
up and die down in spasms. Firing broke out in
some unexpected quarter and the dog-tired subaltern
was despatched on a hurried mission. John gathered
that the Colonel's chief concern was the danger of
attack from the Vear. But no definite information
was forthcoming. So mixed up was the fighting
in the darkness, he was hardly sure of the where-
abouts of his own thinned forces, let alone the
enemy's.

Two o'clock came with the suspense still as oppressive
as ever. The time had arrived for John to think
about taking his departure.1

" I must be going now, sir," he told the Colonel.
" I have to take my Troop out of action by three
o'clock."

" Very well," replied the Colonel abruptly, and took
no more notice.

" Have you a red Very light ? "

" Yes," volunteered the Adjutant.

" Fire it if you should need our help while I'm on
my way back/' said John, " I'm sorry I can't stay
longer."

He was on the point of leaving the cellar when a
company runner entered with a message for the
Colonel. After reading it the Colonel handed it to
the Second-in-Command, at the same time regarding
John for the first time that night with a definite
display of interest.

" If you want to be of real assistance," he said,
"here's your chance. That message is to the effect
that the enemy are concentrating heavily in the area
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